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Z!) | frown somé very un-real estate, 
nl A\nd on is erected my ‘castle -in-air.” 
"Twas planned by Fancy and built by Fale, 
And naught of Worry can enter there! 
For Worry’s way lies olher-where, 
Nor ever she frels me with troublesome themes — 


I’vé comforl raré, for éVery Care, 


In the blowing of bubbles and dreaming of dreams! a 2 


( vas : ° CHSAIO Ce: 
Gs @rall care have | for worldly slate, 
la ~ For fame and fortune are kin To care; 
a9 And Fantasy remédys, soon or lale, 
\ Whatever ill | have fo bear! 
‘ Who-so her livery shall wear 
a) Makes litfle account of rough edges or seams— \ 
Hé’s freed of freffing who cares To share 
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pre world shows many a Templing bail 
With multiple promises, falsely-fair. 
[JT babbles at Worth, with idle prate, 
Alnd mocks af Merit, with empty stare! 
Ah! Wise is he who wends him where 
The scepter of Fantasy sparkles and gleams, 
Atnd shows her lover surcease from care 
In the blowing of bubbles and dreaming of dreams! 
ie “Cord Ee ENVOLasw:- 
Gartrsy, still be kind and fair, 
That— all un-vexed by worldly schemes — 
| ofill may revel, with raptures rare, 


Inthe blowing of bubbles and dreaming o 
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RUG “Tor these be the Gates of Horn. Ever Tipe 
NJi|| ‘Wo spirits guard them, dark and light, }HIM 
|i) * * «© and one invites, the other warns |i 
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Flair rise the low buf lustrous Gates of Horn — a 
Narrow They are — their hinges liffle worn. TRON 


Who wishes iT may pass the gales, buT few : s | 
tit 
They are who pass —and none relurn There-Through. esp 
Knock, and the gales swing wide —but never-more, IN, rt 
If you Then enter not, shall Time restore : i i 


Mf 
: 


The righT you have renounced! Qnce and for all int 
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Comes The lone chance Thal no man may re-call. 
So | stand, wistful — fearful and yer fain, 
Whelher To pass or no, for spirits Twain 

Come To me with the Dawn and Dark, who bring 
A varied counsel inthe songs they sing. 

Nor know | which is Truthful, which is guile, 

So that | stand, irresolufe, The while — 


Thro’ doubls that loom, like clouds wind- wracked 
aid Torn — 


MisT-clad, Pees We clean the Gates of Horn! sv 
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Gn comes with the Dark! — 
: Z| The manner of her coming none may mark. is 
t) Filmily veiled and crown-ed with a star— ro 
Her eyes are luminous as still pools are Be 
That in the lonely woods, reed-girdled, lie; mah 
Un-slirred by sforms. Ajnd in her hand—whereby, ; 1977 
We know her Queen of fantasy and dreams!— _ ji} 
Ay lotus-wand she bears. Around her beams i 
The white shine of the moon, and far along “ 
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Streams inher Train a sfrange and molley throng, 
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All liveried inthe mist—the Troop, dream-born, 
Who guard The strangely-graven Grates of Horn! 
Soflly she comes, and ever un- aware; 

And when she speaks Tis as when The air, 
. A-charm with scenT and song —in some lone vale, Fy 
. ys Murmurs an echo To the nightingale — 
ep) Kered Yonee 
& if “Bing. ye! sweelly and ever, 

ex The gif of my giving To those who desire; 
Who comes lo me shall sever 
Gal His soul from the chafings MhaTlorlure and Tire. 
| The fearing and doubling That wound asa briar, 
Ze Till the hearfis numb and Ihe brain ouf-worn — 
NG vi He is free’d of fretling af Forfune’s ire 
Who enters The Galés of Horn! 
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es ing, ye! so That your singing 

fi Shall till the heart-wearisd what wails for them there; 
i Peace and reslfulness bringing, 


i, Af Surcéase of sorrow and casting Oe (CNS 
" Tis a burdensome livery ever They wear, 
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For the rule of Ambilion is hard fo be borne; 
Bul the healand the burden no longer They bear 
Who enler the Gales of Horn! 
Wed Yaar 
Ging, ye! so That who hearken 
May Turn them away from the profif-less fray, 
Where vain covelings darken 
The world to their vision and lempT them a-siray 
Who worships Wealth, Pride or Ambition must pay 
A price that the wiser hold ever in scorn, 
For peace is their portion who Turn them oway 
To entér fhe Galés of Horn! 
Jing, yé! so Thal your measure 
Shall lead the hearl-hunger'd away from their pain; 
What shall profit the treasure 
That comes of their striving if siriving affain 
Only a soul-searing hoarding of gain, 
Or a craving for honors that weary when worn? 
Wilh Tem nor craving nor pain shall remain 
Who énlér the Galés of Horn!” 
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Foe comes wilh The Dawn; 
Ais comes a conqueror, by captives drawn— 
The pharifoms of the mist, who nighily ride, 
Troop down The hills before him, Terrified; 
Seeking swiff shslfer in some dim-lif lair, 
Where glooms lurk inthe valleys. High in air 
ayia His banner, blazoned with a sun-burst, sfreams 
may ‘hye y) In splendor radiant. His armor gleams 
Sy With strange lights iridescent, and his eyes 
Ndtg@hil Flash with the fervor born of bold emprise. 
aS 
Purpose-ful — resolute —he sltides the hills 
That tremble athis tread. All nature thrills 
With stir, new-born, of effort and desire. iit 
His ringing accents strength. and zeal inspire, » 
As when the clarion’s sonorous call fo arms ye Y | 
STartles the air with resonant alarms — Gy} 
A KcI yer 
Wing, ye! the song of endeavor, 
The deeds of their doing, who share in Ihe fray; 
Who-so shuns if shall never 
Gain him the guerdon — the laure! and bay. 
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He who, faint=heartedly, fears To ESSAY 
What ventore shall come shall bs holden 16 scorn, 
For he is a laggard who forns him away 
To enlér the Galés of Horn! | 
Ping, ye! Ihe song of Ihe do-er — 
The man who achieves, spilé of peril or pain; 
He is both lord and woo-er 
Of Fortune the fickle, and from her shall gain 
More than the timid shall ever affain, 
Who fallér and waver if danger shall warn— 
Faté’s filful favor they ne'er shall oblain 
Who enlér the Galés of Horn! 
nur 
Bing, ye! so that your singing 
Shall waken the dreamers who drowse Thro’ the day, 
Till hey from them are flinging 
Philosophy’s fancies, taf only beTray. 
What shall he profil who dawdles away — 
His days in delusions, of Fantasy born? 
Drones and chimerical dreamers are they 


Who enter Ihe Galés of Horn! 
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Ping, ye! so Ihaf your measure 
Shall ring like a blast, with reverberate sfrain; 
Who seeks honor or Treasure, 
Unless he shall follow me seeks fin vain. 
What though my servant shall carry a chain? 
Gaily if's gilded and lightly iPs borne — 
They, Teo, are felfered who think itfieir gain 
To eniér the Galés of Fforn!” 
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sii sing the spirits of fhe Shine and Shade— Te ve 


Hilfier and thitier-ward my heart is swayed. 

Oh! thal | knew which is the right, the wrong; 
Which is the Truthful, which the guileful song ? 
And still through clouds that oddly change — 


drsam-born, 


Mist-clad, mystérious, gleam the Galés of Horn! 
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e) ah! the Lily is a lady, Tall and Trim, 
MG: " Ais a noble es should be; 
iS The Iris, by The sfill pool's brim, 
Sip Io fine and fair To see; 
| But the one’s Too proud and the clher’s foo prim. 
So litle They’re loved by me! 
For, Oh! | love the while Woodbine — 
The Briony-blooms that Twist and Twine, / 
Where the thickets are and The berries shins, G2 
And the wild-birds love To be! 
Reeder we 


Ze, 
U 


Gea = 


=aY” 
Dr DY 


pe Pe on 
ALI? — 
Nae 


> : Lome 
Sw ae Zee a 
Kgise 


wk 
g yy Daisy looks demurely as a dimpled maid— 
She's Too demure for me; 
The Violet shyly seeks the shade, 
And will nof woo-ed be. 
The Rose is all Too richly arrayed, 
i While The Poppy is far Too free! 
And so | love the while Woodbine — 
|, The Briany-blooms thal Turn and Twine, 
— Whaere the thickets are and the berries shine, 
And the wild-birds love fo be! . 
> £ eRe a 
ie Pansy’s pure and prelly bul is lowly-bredyo 
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The Clover’s beloved by The bee; CZS 
Too high the Hollyhock rears its head, 
As though’ Twould ape a Tree; 
The thriftless Snowball’s bloom is shed 
Too looss and wantonly! 
— And so J love The while Woodbine — 
4 The Briony-blooms that Trail and twine, 
Bo Where the thickets are and the berries shine, 7 ) 
Sari "And the wild-birds love fo be! Yale 
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ay Honeysuckle ever has a roving mind, 
2” And rambles conslaritly; 
The Fuchsia’s frivolously inclined, 
And wayward is the Pea; 
The Larkspur’s ragged and un-refined, 
Aind loose the Lilacs be! 

And so | love the while Wood-bine — 
The Briony-blooms that twist and Twine, 
Where the thickets are and the berries shine, 

And the wild-birds love fo be! 
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i> .. MAN’S ENDEAVOR 
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sy orth — a-roaring P 
From the land of the mountain and the pine; 
Where the icé-caps glimmer 
Ais the cold slars shimmer, 
Asnd the desp lakes darkly shine; 
Where crag To crag in Thunder calls, 
As mighty floods aré pouring; 
And the panther’s cry rings in reply 
To the scream of the eagle, soaring. 
WIFYa-” 
Reverbsrate, from pole To zone, 
For-ever and for-ever; 
It chants, in Tuneful monofone, 
Of man and man’s endeavor. 


S pe a rhythmic beat of Tramping feel, 
And the stir of a Trooping throng; 
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Clear and high comes the news-boy’s cry, 
‘And the clang of the car-man’s gong. 
There’s the rattling boom of a miner's blast, 

With the ring of pick and drill; 
A\nd the spalfering pour of a molder’s cast, 
with the file’s voice, harsh and shrill. 
There’s a clinking of trowels and singing of saws, 
With the anvil’s sonorous péals; 
And the hammers, a-chattsr like angry daws, 
To the chant of the droning wheels. 
There's a bubbling yeast where The paddles churn 
And ths wide wake spreads behina. 
There’s a gasping roar where the kiln-flames spurn 
At the night, with lightnings lined. 
There's a jarring clangor that sinks and swells. 
Where the cage at the pil-mouth lies; 
With a jangle of whistles and horns and bells 
Where the grim-faced faclories rise. 
Atnd like the surge of a mighty sea — 
With reverbsrale nofe and strong — 


( The Tones of Toil make harmony, 
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ae ; 
Ai sane from the 
From the land of the myrlle and the vine; 
Where the fire-flits glimmer 
Ais The day grows dimmer, 
Aand the air is swsel ao wine; 
Where love and laughter rule The days — 
Through all The cycles swinging, 
With weird refrain To The wondrous strain 
That the South-Wind’s ever bringing, 
we I C>Ran wr 
Reverberale, from pole To zone, 
For-ever and for-ever; 
IT sings, in tuneful monotone, 
Of man and man’s endeavor. 
gis Nw IE Mae Le Sy 
qphere’s a rumbling boom from the lumber-flume, Zot. 
“T Where the big logs Toss and swing; 
There’s a squeaking jar where the presses are, 


Where the thick grape-clusters cling. Ng 
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There's a jangling clatter of laden wains, 
And a pedlar’s lusty yell; 

with the Tooting call of passing Trains 
And The clang of a sleamer’s bell. 

There’s the shout of a man andthe laugh of a girl, 
And The clank of a lever-beam; 

with a jigging rallle where spindles Twirl, 
To the hiss of escaping sleam. 

There's a screeching of pulleys and flapping of sails, 
And the whiz of a whirling SCrEW;” 

There’s a whistling sweep of scylhes and flails, 
Atnd the roar of a furnacé-flue. 

There’s a lilfing rhyme, with cadenced chime, 
Where The pistons come and go; 

And awindlass groans and creaks in Time 
To the “chanties” seamen know. 

And like the surge of a mighty sea — 
With reverberate nole and sIrong — 

The Tones of Toil make harmony, 
In echo To the Soulh-Wind’s song! 
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| That honor ts frequently mine, 
Mever mind about how, when, or where. 
But liffle of pomp is There, 


But litle iD causes surprise, 


For litte for pomp does Royalty Care 
When Royalty’s in disguise ! 

2 ni Sar 

Grice kingdom consists of a flaf— 

“ ‘fou might think the furniture mean! 

And there isn’t much of if at that, 
But ifs cheerful and cosy and clean; 
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And surely There never was seen, 


In any land under the skies, 


More noble a king or more kindly a queen, 


Though Royalfy’s in disguise! 


ar CBF or 


\n4 he’s always making believe 
tT He’s a smith, at two dollars a day; 
And seems quilé confenl fo achieve 
The reward of a journey-man’s pay! 
And she —in a similar way— 
Pretinds, as her needle she plies, 
Tis the proudest scepler for queens who play 
At Royally in disguise! 
Q nee 
@er he is as kingly a king 
Ais @ monarch could wish To be, 
Though he hasn’T of Titles a siping, 
Or a genealogical Tree! 
And as for Her Majesty, she 
Is winsome and willy and wise; 
And proud, with a pride that is pleasant fo see, 
I> Royalty in disguise! 
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22 
e Ne realm is a-ring wilh Their fame, 
C Se @ For they crown-less and scepler-less are! 
| No herald, with pompous acclaim, 

Has vaunted Their glories afar! 

But trifles like These cannof mar 
The worth of The homage that vies 

In proud Tribute fo The sfainless star 3) 4) 
Of Royally in disguise! be ) 
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q VE (phe lanes lead on —and on —and on, 
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N To the far horizan’s rim; 


But never The day-beam shines upon 

Their vislas, vague and dim. 

Never The Tangled weeds are slirred 

That fringe The water-side, 

Nor sound is heard of beasf or bird 

In The waste, so slill and wide — 

Bul a splendor is spread, that is not shed 
By sun nor moon nor slar; ? 

For the Fulure is nol, and the Past is dead, 

And the Presents a dteam, Too quickly sped— 

Out where the Silences are! 
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ae Time driffs on — and on—and on, 
"Where is nor nighT nor day; 
But visions a marvelous vesture don 
And meet one on fhe way. 
And wordless whispers come and go, 
That bring To favored ears 


Un-pierced by moon or slar; 
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for the Fultre is nol, and The PasT is dead, si 
And the Preserf’s a dream, foo quickly sped— Ke 
Out where The Silences are! : G0 | 
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Ex Paso, Texas, Feb. 14—White Feath- 
er, the renegade Mexican, and his band of 
Indians, who recently raided the Peters’ 
ranche, have succeeded in eluding the 
“posse” sent after them. The boys ‘admit 
capturing a lone Indian, on their way 
back, but profess to not know what  be- 
came of him. 


“ Between the dark and day, 
He raided aranche and slew the men 
And carried the women away! 
And —drunk with slaughter as wilh wine — 
He scrawled,upon a slab of pine, 
A taunt, That whoso found the sign 
> " Could follow if he cared; 
AQ or would he fail To leave a Trail 
That they could fake who dared! 
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hs 
oGphey're up —the men of the Border-line — 
“& And far they ride,and fast, 
From ranche fo ranche, and as they ride 
The word is swiftly passed — 
“Mount and ride, wifhoul delay. 
Gather afranche Bar-Circle A; 
The ‘reds’ are up, and the devil's To pay— 
But after them we'll go, 
And we'll follow them into the heart of Hell 
To settle the debt we owe!” 
me CERAM we? 
rey’ oul—the men of the Border-line — 
“af While yer “Tis sarly day; 
And every man is a border-man, 
Of fame in border-fray. 
"And fo zach man the others show 
Set lips, that grim and grimmer grow, 
|) And eyes with wrothful flame aglow — 
1D) Well may their foemen fly, 
Vin 4G forthe hills shall crumble and seas be dry 
f WE Or ever their hate shall die! 


@hey're far away from the Border-line— 

_ They’ve followed an open Trail. 

While Feather has kept his Taunting vow, 
They follow — bur ever They fail. 

For ever the reds are “just ahead; 

And ever they’re far and farther led, 

Through dreary deserts and hills of dread 
That like a furnace glow; 

Till they weary of chasing a will-‘o-the-wisp, 
And can no farther go! 
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@hey re backward bound fo the Border-line, 


But, Oh! is a weary road! | 
And White Feather carries, if curses have weight, \\& 
A woful and weary load! OS 
But they suddenly yell, with awful glee, 
For a lonely Navajo buck they see, 
Nor may he from their anger flee, 
eit, Fora Winchester’s spiteful crack 
a Rings out on the air, like The snap of a whip, 
Cc And tumbles him onto his back! 
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judge Lynch is lord of the Border-line, 
“y And his shriffis sharp and shorT! 

For an"Injun” is guilty in living, $0 all 
Concur in the will of the courf— 
“Maybe, with While Feather he’s naught to do, 

But still, he’s one of a hellish crew — 

| guess we'd better’ put him Through, 
And on the safe side be.” 

So they hang him up —on principle — 
And the limb of a tall pine-Tree! 
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ay; sweel, why kni 
"And Try to look austerely ? 
Why seek To know wharf, long ago, 
Has been a memory merely ? 
What Though—as Cupid’s law allows — 
AT other shrines [ve offered vows ? 
| love you Very desclyi 
ith many a maid, a score or more, 
Y Of various styles and ages; 
AT various Times, in various climes, 
By swiff and easy slages; 
I’ve conned The lesson, o'er and o'er, 
_ That has 90 off been conned before, 
Alike by fools and Sages. 
Pe nserde 
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ive studied each and every line 


~ Of Love’s vocabulary; 
The winning ways and Tender phrase, 
At once gallant and airy — 
Fach maid was, for The time, divine; 
And,while [ worshipped af her shrine, 
| vowed To néver vary! ; 
oO re Ie 
Be 30 [ve woo'd, Time and again, 
* With fervid proféstations; 
- Enough fo freight, if They had weight, 
The navies of The nafions. 
And kissed and quarreled, now and then— 
Asis the way with maids and men — 
With sweet recriminations. 
“ Saree 
a after all—as Kipling says — 
That's “quite another sfory. 
How could | kriow that Love was slow 
To show mé all his glory? 
BuT now —Ah! Tell me in what phrase 
To word mos fitlingly his praise — 
[’l! chant if “con amore!” 
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ie | — love’s pilgrim, long mis-led— 
” His praise would proudly render, 
Though nought | say would e’er convey 
His beauly and his splendor! 
My idle visions, fancy-bred, 
For-ever fled when drooped my head 
To you, in full surrender! 
ab SOFA M raed 90 
@o, sweel, un-bend your preily brows, 
Nor judge me too severely; 
The old days Teemed with dreams | dreamed, 
But this | know, full clearly; 
The old love’s dead, nor will Trouse, 
And j’ll aver —by all the vows 
That Cupid’s widest law allows — 
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= io ye, a Can 
a luxury lie, ( .\ 
=~ Ard dairtily dawdle = * 

a your days away; Cy 
Are you deaftothe = 
i bilfer and painful cry 3p 
{From the depths around 
you, day by day? 
Where Sin and Sorrow 
fe hold awful swey, 
FE sie the air vibrates with 
4 a constant knell; 


For Fate dogs liffle bul 
— ge wound and oe 
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AGjou eat at pleasure and drink af will; 
— You Tickle your palates wilh spices and wine; 
They must feed like swine upon swill — 
Never They know what if is To ‘dine”! 
Never The joy of The glad day-shine 
lightens The horror in which They dwell; 
With blighted lives They wilher and pine, 
Down in Poverly’s Hell! 
ee CLI. 
Why costly missions To Africa send ? 
The heathen are only a block away! 
And their pifeous cry, wilh never an end, 
Burdens the nightand embiffers The day! 
For ever They war, in fierce affray, 
With horrible demons, dark and fell; 
And ever They fall —a pitiful prey— 
Down in Poverly’s Hell! 
J ex eC HVL 
“Nps ax “Lileggard and ghaslly, gaunt and grim, 
it Q They look upon life wilh a luster-less eye. 
Ph SN <> Tothem'tis a cup filled wilh gall To The brim; 


Leno | 
is nig 
life isa cheat to them— Love is a lie — 
Their laugh’s like the dirge of a passing bell! 
For Death is their comrade and ever a-nigh, 

Down in Poverly’s Hell! 

la é Mare? 

a AL Fis pitiful — Want and Shame, 

Bitter and pitiless, hem Them in; 
And girdle them as with a wall of flame! 
How, if you scorn them, shall They win 
Out from the Terrors that lurk There-in ? 

Nor brain can image nor Tongue can Tell — 
Qh! seek and succor your lowly kin, 


D 


NING 
(ANN os SS 


(x =e 


* 


CS sen 


Ty es IIe 
ViPS Lite WY 
Sa a 


fi of Gay is the green ae Ihe Spring ) 
The oe a warbled anthem raise; 
(Fair are the May- -blooms, clustering ) 
A joyous chant iis They sing, 
For tis the Thirfieth of May; 
And wedding choruses shall ring 
For the bride who is married To-day! 
& Mati Bar 
Gens, Oh! Sun; your brightest rays; 
(Gay is the green Thal garbs the Spring ) 
Flowers, your fragrance fling always; 
(Fair are the May-blooms, clustering ) 
Filling Tis That bloom shall bring 
Charm To gladden The wane of May; 
And fitting that birds shall blithely sing 
For the bride who is married To- -day! 
Cro MP 
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fh! winds that whisper in The ways; 
: (Gay is Ihe green Ihal garbs Ihe Spring ) 
This is the crown of all the days; 
(Fair are the May-blooms, clustering ) 
Perfume and song may Forlune fling, 
To fill with charm her chosen way} 
And all things gay and gladsome bring 
To the bride who is married To-day! 
st nts7d FNVOI GNF 
ifforins be kind and gladden her days; 
(Gay is the green thal garbs the Spring ) 
Send her a life that is like the May’s; 
(Fair are the May-blooms, clustering ) 
Send her no sorrow her heart fo sting, 
Or darken the days That should be gay; 
But good-luck and gladness and gaily bring 
To the bride who is mar day! 
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Abadhet is thse Song 


(The deep sea, the dark sea, that rolls 
and SUIGES ENEF; 
The sirong sea, the proud 52a, that man 
may bridle never; 
Iv chants, in ever-changing ksy, a vast and 
varied harmony — 


Phere broods the Northern Terror in the long 
and lonsly night; 

Bulwarkéd round with mighty bergs and 

: irt wilh icy lances, 

That strangely glint and glimmer in the fif- | 
ful phantom light ‘) 

Thal seams the sky whene’er the bright 9) 
Avrora laps and dances. 

Ais comes a rampant bully 50 The sza comes 


24 a-roar— ) 
; 68 | With wrath of vain endeavor, iT seethes and 
or SuUrgES EVET; 

And booms with awful clamor as if battles 
with the shore, 

With frantic eration of Death and 
Desolation — 

Of Death that is,and e’er has been, 
ever-more shall bey Yur 

Like a lost soul, sorely sorrowing/\\ 

is The wonderful ae ye 
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ane 
7 hat is the Song of the Sea? 
o. blue sea, the broad ssa, that smiles 
and dimples EVEN; 
The fair sea, The far sea, whose singing 
CLASES NEVES; 
[t chants, in ever-changing key, a vast and 
varitd harmony — 
Mariner! Mariner! Sing To me the wondsr- 
ful Song of The Ssa! 
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ms The broad Pacific inthe glamor 
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i of The day, 
The dawns are dreams of rapfure and the 
nights are nights of splendor; 
And fair balm-girdled isles are strewn in 


exquisilé array, 
al deck a maiden’s heaving 


Like gems th 
| bosom, pure and Tender. 
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Wilh pride and passion bring, a 
and evér'-sager yearning; His 

And woos the land with wistful Gp 
words Thal whisper, lo and fro, ee 

Of Love in Love delighting, of Love for 
Love ee 

Of Love that is and eer has been and 
sver-more shall be, 

like a proud soul, gladly glorying, is The 
wonderful Song of the Sea! 
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{0p Greve Avenue Capifal rides, 

“Down Grand Avenue Labor strides; 
And Labor's eyes have a lurking gleam 
As he looks upon Capifal’s prancing Team! 

For Labor's days are hard and long, 


And freely they're chequered with mulfiple ills; 
And ever he fumes at Fortune's wrong 
That he must toil as Capital wills — 
With toil where-of no end he sees, 
While Capital lolls in idle ease! 
nea ser 
But there’s little in longing —He puls iT by, 
With half alaugh and half a sigh! 
Bout his face is grave as he Turns away. 
A\nd Capital riding, Labor striding, 
On Grand Avenue wend Their Way. 
~OGRASAO- 
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cit Grand Avenue Capital rides, 
Down Grand Avenue Labor strides; 
And Capifal sees, with Thoughiful glance, 
How Labor, as thoughtfully, looks askance. 
Each onthe other looks as Though 
Fach,to the otfier, could only be 
A dubious friend or a possible foe! 
Well would itbe if each could see 
The strength that in their union lies 
If each, with the ofher, would fralernise! 
; awe swa 
But each of the twain, on error bent, 
Eyes the offer with discontent, 
As éach one gravely turns away: 
And Capital riding, Labor striding, 
On Grand Avenue wend their way. 
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a(fow don't be errafic or balky, 
oes * Ais 20 offén, Oh! Muse, is your way; 
A) And torn fo inane Talky-Talky 
What should be an eloquent lay — 
“Twill be almost a crime 
If you're cruel this Time, 
Atnd seek To maliciously muddle my rhyme; 
| Ferd want it To Tunefully say 
) How“Her Ladyship”came To Milwaukee, 
> A year ago, To-day! 
6 mate pree 
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Q he came on a moon-beam arriding, 
' And the little sfars Twinkled fo see; 
Bout some have since gone info hiding . 
Becouse they are fretting that she 
Has sfolen away, 
Upon Farth fo stray, 
And likes iso well she’s decided To slay — 
Thal’s how we're acquainted, you see — 
Bul they still peep fo see her abiding 


Where so very few angels be! 
CIF IIe 
Qn not about babies a raver 


r Bul, somehow, about her clings 
An oddly un-worldly flavor, 
As of Heaven and Heavenly things; 
For a radiance bright, 


\ Of love and delight, 
\ Encircles her ever, by day and by night, 


Bul I wish she would tell, as a favor, 


What she has done with her wings! 
<)> nt eICIRoI0 


D a ‘And an ver-widening happiness brings — ‘A 
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‘ if shyness that makes her conceal them ?— 
“I what else is The reason, pray ? 
Maybe she don’t like fo reveal them 
Because They would dazzle the day! 
Bul I fancy that she 
Has a notion that we 
Are hardly yer fifall her glory To see, 
Though her rule we so humbly obey, 
So — for fear of our wariling fo sféal them — 


They’re cunningly hidden away! 


Gj CII 
AGN diverse and various séasons, 


\\ ¥ Jn diverse and various ways; 
‘} For diverse and various reasons, 
I’ve charifed Her Ladyship’s praise. 
And for her birlhday 
What more can J say ? 


Than —(jod bless and keep her and guard 
her alway!— 


May her wislful and wondering gaze 
Never be dimmed by the world and ifs Treasons, 
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ae SrA 
ie , A Phere is Buying and Selling in Vanily Fair—- 
bel Buying and Selling of bargains rare! 
6 avn @ere. for inslance, is offered a heart, 
Na Seamed and shrunken and scarred and scant, 
Soe Batlered beyond The aid of art, 


NG) He And hard af the core as adamant. 

Who shall buy ifand bear if, Lo, 
cy Sorrow and Woe shall surely know! 
Nira Though ever They come in delusive show. 
i For The heart is a coffer, and ‘neath the lid 
Mask-ed miseries, lurking, lie; 
‘Silllid Who'll be the first To offer a bid ? 
nt Who'll buy? Who'll buy? 
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rAtte the crowd, with EQQEr, expeclanfeyes, 
Wistfully views the proffered prize! 

And some of Them cry, wilh an envious air— 
‘orlune is kind fo the buyer, for e’er - 

A heart That is calloused and worldly-wise 
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Is a boon and a comfory, and all should bear 

Some such a bauble in Vanily Fair!” 

as ~oPG —eu-- 

ol whoso buys ifand bears iTaway, 

"Shall mourn for more Than ifcan repay — 

The youlhful dréams, devoid of caré, 

And sweet illusions, fond and fair, 

Shall wane and wilher —less and less — 

Till all of The world is weariness! 

For ever, thereaffer, if shall bring 

With Ta bountiful burgeoning 

Of blooms, delusive , That promise del ight, 
Bul only bear Remorse and Care; 

And Woe shall go wilh him by day and by night, Mp ont 
Fven in Vanity Fair! = ne | 
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de 
Qhere is Buying end Sélling in Vanity Fair! 
‘Buying and Selling of bargains rare — 
HEROD AQ 
eres tor inslance, is offered a heart, 
Pure and glowing and palpilant: 
Brimmed wilh the beauties that ever are part 
Of a maid’s imaginings. Forfune @rant 
Her wayward will may so incline 
That one shall buy if who can divine 
It’s worth, and give ita worlhy shrine. 
Tor The heart is a coffer, and ’neath the lid 
Marvels and manifold mysteries lie! — 
Who'll be the first fo offer a bid? 
Who'll buy? Who'll buy ? 
oR oe 
Guttic crowd, wilh cold, contempluous glance, 
‘Eyes The curious Thing, a-skance! 
And some of them cry, wifi a scornful air, 
“Pooh! whet profif or use is there 
[n a simpleton heart that dreams, perchance, 
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Of little bul loving? = Why, who would wear 
Any such bauble in Vanily Fair 2” 
ae OOOO DAA 10 
Gaur it in The jesting Throng, There be 
One wary-wilfed enough To ste 
The mutfiple merifs That make if a prize, 
Well for him if he bids and buys!— 
In spite of The Throng’s sarcastic mirth — 
By offering “Loyally, Trulh and Worth” 
For ever, Thereafter, if shall bring 
With if a bountiful burgeoning 
Of blessing and pleasure and pure delight, 
3 That remedy bear for every care; 
And Joy shall go wilh him by day and by night, 
Even in VYanily Fair! 
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i Chen June's about To wear away 
ae the colfon begins fo Ais 
me =| Then low and larger looms The moon, 
Zy.  The earth and the air ars most in Tune, (> ar 
For even the wild-dove’s droning croon a8, 
And the jar of the cal-bird’s cry ly 
Make musical echoes in the dim wood-way, 
As the breezes saunter by, 
When June’s aboul To wear away 
Atnd The cotfon begins To fly! 
dh! fove, Matlives for ever! 
F™ Oh! Jove, that shall not die! 
No spilé of Time shall sever 
The bond thal loosens never, fy/9p 
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Nor shall whils rolls the world away 
And the sun shines fair and high, 
When the earth la ughs out in lovely June 
Aind the coflon begins fo fly! 


I~ DOP LY a 
: Koo June’s about To wear away 


| : Atnd the coffon begins To fly: 
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ij], Then hearts are a-beat and eyes are a-shine; 
The skies are bluest and the air’s like wine, 
And youth and maid find earth divine 
Nor seek to reason why! 


And The collon begins To fly! 


wh! Love, thal lives for ever, 
Qh! Love, that shall nof dis! 
No freak of Fate’s endeavor 
The golden chain shall sever, 
That holds while rolls the world away 
Aind ths pale moon beams on high, 


When the earlh laughs out in lovely June 
Ald the colfon begins fo fly! 
SS Bah ai ecg 
wher June’s about to Wear away 
And The coffon begins To fly; 
The Lilac’s Tuffed blooms are shed, 
But the fern-like fronds of the locust spread, 
And "My Lady Rose” up-rears her head 
As the bees go "zoon-ing by; 
And beauly dwells in the dark and the day 
A\nd music in the winds that sigh, 


When Juns’s abouTfo wear away 
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> OA! Jove that shall nof die! 

Nor Time nor Fale shall sever 

Ths changeless charm that never 

Shall dim while rolls the world away 
And the pure sfars peep on high, 

When the earlh laughs outin lovely June 

And the cotfon begins fo fly! 
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Gig who will of beautiful scenery, 
Mead and moor and mountain high; 
Bird and bloom and bouriliful greenery — 

Mone admire them more Than I. 


But where the slums all filthy lie. 


And dingy windows blankly sfare — 
Surely a singer is warled There ? 
To voice The prayer in Poverly’s cry 
Where green Things wilher and pine and die, 


And falters and rags are work-a-day wear! 
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By 


(GGreachers prose, wilh placid urbanily; 
A ; ; 
Charily-mongers moan and sigh. 
Half of their babble is idle inanity ! 
Half of Them know iT— yeT wonder why © 
There comes no pause To the pileous cry 


That calls in hopeless chorus where, 
In dreary deeps of dull despair, 
Multiple miseries sanchfy 
The poor, who dwindle and pine and die, 
Where Taffers and rags are work-a-day wear! 
wwe - 
a be pitiful —]zssons in cookery 
Fail To still the sfarving cry! 
Pily and aid them —ife in a rookery 
Breeds iniquilies that defy 
All the piety Tracts supply! 
Still Their faces are pinched and spare; 
Shil, by day, They aré doomed fo share 
_ The way with Want, and nightly lie, 
With Pain and Sorrow for company, 
Where Tatters and rags are work-a-day wear! 
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> CONCERNING A JASS % 
: Vee i 
~S BAe : 
Sh you're going wi? Killie To wed, lad! 
If all we hear be True; 
| What pul the whim in your head, lad, 
So foolish a Thing fo do?— 
Trouble and Trial you're like To win, 
Wi? worry without and want within; 
Bul “Litle-wil's ever To Poverly kin; 
So you'll have to sup ao you brew! 
Ghe’s a sweet lass and a winsome lass, 
But Poverly’s ill fo woo; 
And, fo burden your life for The love of a lass— 
1 wouldn’T if | were you! 
MN DAY Qa 
Se I'm going with Kill to wed, dad! 
So whet you've heard is True; 
What put the whim in my head, dad, 
I know no more than you! 


: ss WX 


Es 
SL ra) 
g 
n> AF 


Whee, fy, > 


anti tli, 


But Love is a law fo himself, they say, 


And liffle he cares for” Yea" or’Nay; 
But rules us all in a lordly way, 
Ais a monarch is wont To do. 
She's a dear lass anda dainty lass, 
And a lovable lass To woo; 
And is ill of a man To speak ill of a lass — 
I wouldn't if | were you! 
Were I FFU . 


Li 
“\e { Gren gold and gear fo your hand, lad! 


Bul Kittie, if all be True, 

Has neither money nor land, lad, 

And comes of a shiffless crew. 
There's Luker’s lass, 0° Maple-side, 
Wi’ monty To spare and land beside, 
Is fain for you. Make her your bride 

And little you'll have To rue. 

She's a wise lass and a wealthy lass, 

Ais a man could wish To woo; 


And, To pass her by for a land-less lass — 


| wouldn't if | were you! 
MACY Ce 
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ve good to have gold to your hand, dad! 
But if the Tales be True, 

The lass wilh The money and land, dad, 
Is over-much of a shrew; 

And [ove shall bring, when all is done, 

More of confent than e’er was won 

By all The wealfi where-on The sun 
Shonze since The world was new! 

She's a sweellass and a winsome lass, 
And a lovable lass fo woo; 

Don't harden your heart against her, dad — 
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} wouldn't if I were you! 
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Plutarch relates that once, in the time ; 
of Tiberius, strange voices were heard in 
ag the woods and along the shores of Thes- 
qE saly, plaintively crying, “Pan is Dead! ihe 
HE Great God Pan is Dead!” : 
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AG-dovn the ll thers comes a sound f sighing, 
A sighing as of love That is blended wilh pain. 


Through the dim woods the Dryads roam arcrying; | 
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Sorely sorrowing, and sorrowing in vain, 

As iy ie uy wistfully lg meh 

ne eres ooo EY ‘4s oN il 

0. het 0. tee Tor the ight and the shee i 
“Of Pan’s bright smile on The land and the sea! 
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The wooing whisper of the wind, thie murmur of Thie vine, 


The calling of the song-bird, The ae of the bee; My 
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he glamorous charm that dawns with the day, 
On the mere and the moor and the mounfain-side; 
The sheen on the wolds where the while flocks slrays 
The swirl in the woods when The wind-gods ride! 

SY Ar» 

he lake, like a jewel, in The sun’s ray glowing; 
The green in the lowlands, full and free; 
The gold where The grain, on The up-lands growing 
Dips and dances, as in frolic, daintily — 
a SOP 
af ow on Lyca@us, lone and bare, 
Pan’s Temple, all deserted, lies. 
No more the shepherds gather there 
To hear the mystic reed-noles rise. 
No more shall Fcho’s accents Tender 
Answer To Syrinx’ Tuneful plea— 
Qhe! QOhé! [or the beauly and The splendor 
Thats gone from The woodland, the lake. 
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rs the ways The echoes, lightly fly! ing, 
Mingle in a Tuneful, monofonous refrain; 

As when Alhene’s priestess, prophesying, 
Reverently whispers in The sacred fane. 


So moan ie mate as ei aaa a 


Br a For a can a Bie ae 
Of Pan’s bright smile onthe land and the sea! 
The revel of the roses, the music of the pine; 
The ripple of the river where the Naiads be. 
sa. 
Wee mists, of mingling gold and grey, 
That driff in the valleys where the pale shapes bide; LPS 
The glooms That lurk,through the dark and the day, 
ie the far, dim deeps where The wood-fays hide. 


FALKEN 
ihe pélals from the ene bloom-burdened, snowing; sil 


The tremulous chatter of the Aspen-Tree; a) 
The sky, fleece-dappled, where the white clouds, flowing, ||} 
lace the land wilh shine and shadow, freakishly — 
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w(Sjow Pan’s proud Temple, once 90 fair, 
All desolate and emply lies! 
No more his Syrinx charms the air, 
No more his horn-ed alfars rise. 
Mourn, ye Nymphs! that Pan must surrender, 
And shorn of the crown of his god-head be — 
QO-hé! O-hé! For the glory and the splendor, 
That's gone fromthe wood- land, the lake 
and tthe leat 
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2 [AND OF DREAMS © 
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iBor go by Jullaby Lane 
* And pass Tfirough Sleepy Hollow, 


Bul older folk are offen fain 
A stranger way To follow. 
A lonely way where, night and day, 
A mystic splendor beams; 
That shines, They say, To show the way 
To the Beautiful Jand of Dreams! 
ye XSI AVE 
(aut nong may go in company — 
F* Alone, Though never lonely, 


They Tread the way who wishto see 
The marvels that may only 
To those appear who shun the sphere 
Of worldly plans and schemes, 
But hold more dear the dairity cheer 
Of the Beautiful land of Dreams! 
NoICYR2 


iio seek in Slumber-Jand the way, 
A? But yet shall find if never; 


And some, who Think they've found Ie Tray 
Mistakenly, for ever! 
Bul, Ah!—For they who learn the way, 
with wondrous charm if Teems; 
For night or day is fair alway 
In the Beautiful Jand of Dreams! 
A Ke IC 
(N\nd 50, when all the world’s awry — 
Orbe if sleep or waking — 
Who wearies of iTall may hie 
To where no hearts are aching. 
For naught is there of pain or care, 
where Fancy’s scepler gleams, 
A\nd spreads all-where a splendor fair 
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Dre ways wind oddly, here and there, 
© Thick-bower’d with thickly-burden'd boughs. 
In Some far belfey — high in air — 

Faint chimes make musical carouse. 
With dreamful charm the air’s a-drowse, 

Soff cooings and the whirr of wings, 
And whispers of love-laden vows 

Where wooings make sweet murmurings. 
Near-by a wild bird swings and sings— 

A-thrill with ecslasy of song— 

From where a wild-bine clings and flings 
Strange shapes of shadow, far along. 
There is nop longing nor regret, 
There is no craving To forget, 

Nor aught where-of fo Tire; 
For Forlune’s whim no soul can fret 
In The City of Heart's Desire! 


one 
Atsice —o’er lonely hill and plain, 
5 nil desolate and dimly drear— 
Hearl-wearied seekers seek in vain 
Where-by fo win from wastes of Fear 
To where the fall, proud Turrets peer. 
Time-worn are They, and slrangely fret 
With quaintly carpven words of cheer; 
And in the cify wall is set 
A gale, thal never swings fo let 
Aught Through that can within-ward bring 
Of pain or passion- or regrel, 
World-worriment or sorrowing. 
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Aind who shall fare fo win Them there 
May smile at Fortune's frown, for ne’er 
Shall pride,or passion’s fire, 
Or aught of ill, have part or share 

In the Cily of Hearfs Desire! 
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abt 
\ Yor in that city dwells, alway, 
G) © For each, what each would fainest find. 
No phantom fears invade The day, 
For Peace sils Thron-ed and en-shrined— 
Her crown of pose and myrtle twined. 
helo haunting memories, leech-like,, cling, 
Mo mills of wealth, remorseless, grind. 
No griefs their gloomy shadows fling, 
But lays of love and laughter ring, 
With mirthful calls of babes at play 
And maidens blithely caroling, 
For every day is holiday. 
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Aind when my ship comes home from sea 
And moors beside the longed-for quay, 
Pll laugh at Fortune's ire, 
If | may store ils argosy 
pis 
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Whe has eyes of darkling blue, 
J° Pure and lucent as the skies. 
She knows how To use them, Too, 
For this small coquelle id WISE 
In arts where-in bewitchment lies! 
he, who rules us with a sway 
More majestic than her size — 
She is Three years old To-day ! 


3 YVrOvA7 Dr 
is ig frolicsome and fair, 
“% And —with winsome wilchery — 
She bewilders all who bear 
Such sweet servilude as she 
Claims of all, who-e’er They be. 
She's as pure as Heaven's ray, 
And —this is the point, you see— 
She is three years old To-day! 
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birds come 


fairies when the 
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ed and loves alway, 


wild 
And —permit me To repeat — 


With the 
Her the 
She is three 


She can converse, Vis said, 
She is lov 


J” Ns the cherries, 
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JHE VALLEY OF | 
THE SHADOWS 


dip from The valley where The shadows are, 
T He rides To where the dimly radiant dawn 
Fire-tips the Tall-Topped hills—that Tower a-far, 
Where precipices yawn— 
5 OGTR 
iy devious ways, weed-grown and little-worn, 
© That twine about as serpents Twine, to where 
A lonely path—beset wilh briar and Thorn 
That wound him, un-aware — 
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Ix: To a broad, rock-bulftessed bridge. And there, 
” Gladdened to find so clear and plain a way 

To come to his desire,he fills the air 


with gleeful roundslay — 
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4hray days and golden days — How shall They know 
Gray days from golden days, in the vale below? 
Whal To them is the Spring, joyous and Tender ? 
What tho’ the Aufumn fling over Them ifs splendor? 
What tho’ the Summer's gold deepens or brightens, 
Or Wiriler’s charms unfold when the land whitens? 
What is Life worth To lie, effort disdaining, 
As The days dawdle by, waxing and waning ? 
Proverbs and platitudes patiently preaching, 
Sickly beatitudes Tiresomely Teaching ! 
Who shall find happiness by hesitating, 

Or in idle duress slothfully waiting ? 

oe AERIS WD 

(Nh! Better’tis to be ever a ranger, 
Foot-loose and felfer-free, daring of danger! 
Better fo brave the sform, when the wind’s raving, 
Than to crouch with The swarm, quiet a-craving — 
Who heart and brain shall use gains in the giving; 
Tho’ he shall sttive and lose, striving is living! 
And better Twere To die —slain in the rally — 
Than all inerfTo lie, down in the valley. 
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Better iT is To stray where perils thicken, 
Than dwindle life away, apathy -stricken 
With Forfone for my foe, through the world wending, 
Forth from the vale | go —blithe be the ending!” 
2 ee : 
© singing Turns he, midway on the bridge, 
And lightly cries Farewell,and rides away— 
Napa) — OuT To the far, fair world beyond the ridge, 
NU Where shines The broad’ning day. 
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sown To the valley where the shadows are 

E He rides, disconsolate, as dies the day; i 

Through the thick-gathering glooms Thal, near and far, ( y) 

§ g oe 
Line: all The lonely way. 
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EDjrooping he ridés,in pileous dis-array; 

i As one by stress of slrife and passion spent. 
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His armor bruised and scarred by sform and fray — y: 
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His pénnon slained and rent. ih 
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© or here nor there his wearied glance is bent, 
¥ But downward ever, and his bridle swings 
All listless held, The while in dis-conlentT 

/ | He relher sighs Than sings — 

BAN) | UGS LIEW ae 
Ws Ory days and golden days —Through gloom and glow cau y 
| Pie Gray days and golden days like a river flow — 
| Vain is the filful quest, Through the world faring; 
sear Worthless the idle jest, Fate To be daring! 

a ii Care-free is fiery youth, as is a kilfen, 
Ai Knowing nor fear nor ruth, for—as is wrillen — 
sou Allthings are fair To him who is af fwenly ! 


Nia Ni Fortune shall bear To him favors a-plenty; 

Xf Gy Breezes shall bring To him joyous enilreating, 
Nat And the birds sing To him carols of greeting — 
b iS Es AGES 
| @ut Fate, with fickle air, shuns his requiring, 


Nor ever leads him where lies his desiring. 
Hither and thither-ward, like a vane veering; 
Never knowing whilher-ward—hoping and fearing! 
Never he finds The way To his contenting, 


CNG aN nee Pose 
ayaa AEE ae TX Bee 
Sut Ne pa 53 


JT 
ae { 
if Lexa 
fill NaS 
NOC geeN 
. : ~) f ; 


ee a ea AUR. 
Bos C@insty pn) BS ie x% 
So comes, at lastthe day of his repenting — 
Far the fair visions rise, ever-receding, 
Till he —with clearer eyes, Life’s riddle reading — 
Finds that the glowing prize is buT illusion, 
For all about him lies doubt and confusion! 
So he Turns — fain To be, like a bird, homing — 
Mever again To be, myth-led, a-roaming; 
Through the world’s wilderness, ever and ever 
are for happiness — finding itnever!” 
“UG ARTS R22 S0- 
@: sighing , Turns he, gazing af The ridge, 
wy And cries’ Farewell To seekings vain and far, 
For here is rest.” And so rides from the bridge, 
Down where the shadows are! 
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" To read the riddle the years recall— nln A? 


Which one of the maidens whose charms arise, 4 
Was sweetest, dearest and best of all? ‘ 
For each of them was sweetest till 
A sweeler came her reign fo mar, 
Who reigned with rule o-ra-cu-lar; 
Ais maidens always have and will. 
But— 
Who-ever you were and where-ever you aré, 
I loved you dearly and love you sfill! 
eS aL 
Was it Blanche, wilh the innocent, pensive eyes? 
3 5 Or stately Miriam, proud and fair? 
i EOS ») reer 
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Or Mabel, so staid and demurely Wise ? 
Or laughing Kittie, who knew no care ? 

Or saucy Rose, or dainty Lill ? 
Alas! that I, so long and far— 
with bassion so pe-cu-li-ar, 

And love so varied still should thrill. 
Bul — 


Who-ever you were and where-ever you are, 


I loved you dearly and love you shill! 


Gow varied names ring like a chime, 


“P Nor Time, with all his spilé, can blur 

Your varied charms; but if my rhyme 
Could better play interpreter, 

’Twould Tell, if iT obeyed my will, 
Which of you was my chosen sfar, 
Aynd which name in par-fi-cu-lar, 

Of all your names ought most To thrill. 
Bul— : 

Who-ever you were and where-ever you are, 


| loved you dearly and love you shill! 
Kee SOWA or 
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“Sj pit a love Too deép To be all- expressed, 
» Though awfully mixed if seems To be; 
J loved you all, buf which the best 


Is still bewilderment To me! 
For when your faces peep, af will, 
Through memory’s misly gales, a-jar, 


Though one from a dozen shines like a sfar, 


To tell which of the dozen defies my skill. 
Bul — 
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JHE GosPEL 25> 
@esS_ OF WRATH | 
| Suggesled by a Fire and PBrimslone’sermon. ll 


CPhat has the Gospel of Wrath availed? 
Why is the Gospel of Love curlailed? 
Is a threat all the comfort that, in His name, 
You can offer the weak and falling ? 
Why forbid them To plead 
To His merciful creed, 
When a kindly word or compassionale deed 
May lighten some poor soul’s load of shame, 
Else crushed past all re-calling ? 
uF Ww * 
ow shall the poor souls, deep in the mire, 
Find solace in threats of fulure fire ? 
Is weakness or poverly naught but a crime, 
To be punished with wreth appalling ? 
Seldom Hunger’s inclined 
To be mesk or resigned, 
For Heaven's far off and ifs hard To find, 


Bul Hell? Why, they live in it all the Time! 
And ever for aid they’re calling. 
Se KaSICYoerr 
Go can read (jod’s promise in The changing skies, 
When the dawn comes in or the daylight dies — 
You may hear His message in the wild-bird’s cry, 
Or the rustle of a dead leaf falling ; 
Or the rattle of the rain 
On the roof and window-pane, 
Or the rhythmical measure, wilh wild refrain, 
As the tempests roar or the breezes sigh, 
When the wayward winds are calling! 


fale the bromise shall stand Though, more and more, 
You muddle, with vague theological lore, 
The message of measureless mercy and love 
That lives Through all your brawling !— 
Who shall mercy bestow 
Shall more happiness know 
Than hair-splilling casuists ever can show, 
For “Love? is The message ThaT angels above 
Are ever in chorus calling! 
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The days are brimmed with hope and cheer 
He Tips his hat and he dons a pose, 
And courting a maid he gaily goes. 

Heigho! Heigho! — 

For Time thal was what shall he care? 

For Time To be there’s Time To spare. 

TheTime that is is always fair, 

And fair and fairer daily grows! 
Too fair To fret with fouifless woes — 
love is his propheT and lord and seer, 
And sings in every air that blows, 
Ar Twenty year! 
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eG@hen Man has come fo forly year, 
J 


The ehyme of life is famed fo prose; 
The days are steeaked wilh hope and fear, 
For frouble’s « bubble that comes and goes. 
Life is a Tangle of joys and woes. 
Heigho! Heigho! — 
For Time has brought him all his share, 
As Time will do, times and fo spare; 
Of Times vagaries, foul and faire — 
He dares all Fortune may oppose 
To wreak what fortune Fortune owes. 
Falé’s call is resonant and clear, 
And pings in every air that blows, 
AT forly year! 
vas SOIT CBC «.- 
@hen Age has come fo sixly year, 
ee Life is a riddle that clearer grows. 
The days of doubling disappear, 
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The Time thaTis again is fair, 

A\nd Time To be is Time To spare 
For idle joys and emply woes. 
He Twines The fennel wilh the rose — 

Nest calls, in accents soft and clear, 
And breathes in every air that blows, 

AT sixly year! 
ye PExva @w 
Sof Nife, from The green leaf fo the sear, 
By Thy joys are priced and paid wilh woes; 

And for thy prizes, cheap or dear, 

The’ price the payer only knows. 
Heigho! Heigho! — 

When Youth has come fo twenty year, 
He blithely bears The rose! 

\When Man has come fo forly year, 
He good and evil knows. 

\Yyhen Age has come fo sixly year, 
He wise and graver grows. 

But eer a score more years appear, 
Time brings a close! 


Gyonnie Maid Ponce whither away, 

When the nighh’s $0 nearly nigh? 

Why so far from the fown astray, 
On a way that winds awry P— 

Thorns are many and roses few, 
And pil-falls line the path; 

And litle a lonely maid may do 

Bul weep, maybe, with cause To rue 
A sorrowful affers math!” 


‘By the wood and hiv alo over mountain and moor, 
To where the red sun gleams; | 

Over the jeweled way with the golden floor, 
That leads fo the land of dreams — 

For there my fale is ever a-wail, 
And ever shall waiting be, 

Till | shall eee all bar 
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Of waters wide and lands a-far — 
What Fortune holds for me!” 
Tae AAO Gr 
“PiJul, OA! The way was a weary way, 
“And dragons barred the path, 
That gloomed and glower'd as dipped the day; 
Threalening shame and wralh— 
And eerie shadows, grey and grim, 


Nase! Foreboding fear and pain; i 
‘OAs! = Darkened the way as Ihe day grew dim NGS 
I Ke = Until —hearl-sore and eyes a-brim— ; 4/3 
© AN p(s 


Ponnie Whilher away, 
+ When the nighl’s so nearly done? 
Why 0 far from The Town a-stray, 

Ere the dawning has begun? — 
Ways are many and The world is wide, ) 

And few with fortune fare | il 
Far from Their kin and heir own fire-side, | 
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Who seek such hap as may betide 
A maiden other-where! ”’ 


66 Se TAJAQ 
Oy The dale and the down and the marge o’ The sea, 


To where the white moon shines 

O’er the lonely path where the pale shapes be, 
And the wind like a walch-dog whines — 

In the east and the west | make my quest, 
And ever shall questing be, 

Till | shall win— with Jove for guide, 

O’er lands a-far and waters wide — 


What Fortune holds for me!” 
Pe CIO 
[ut Ob the Way was a weary way, 


And soon the maid was fain 
To Torn from the red sun's fervid ray 
And wend her home again; — 
When, lo! her face shone like a sfar, 
To find her ques! was o'er; 
Aird joyed was she as the angels are, 
For the faté she had sought so long and fer 
Was wailing al her door! 
of oT), 
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HER LITTLE LADYSHIP— | 
; = “byrile me a Rondeau” 


reps 
a een of mine, could [ indite 
» | *Dondeaux at will, ’'d fake delight 
Jn such sweet labor as ‘fwould be 
To sing your praises, bul, you see, 
Rondeaux are awkward things fo weile. 
CRE 
With so few lines and rhymes it’s quilé 
Confusing fo arrange them right= 
Ah! Tis a fask you've set for me, 
Sweetheart of mine! 
RO 
But there! —Tis partly done. 1 might, 
If Fortune is, for once, polile, 
Achieve fhe given Task, and be 
Obedienl fo your decree — 
YYhy heres your Rondeau, framed: a-right, G 


Sweetheart of mine! 
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That tough some merif in iT lies, 
Such verbal juggling is not wise 

As Rondeau-wrilers have fo do. 

ch 

For thirteen lines are very few, 

Nor may one use more Phymes than Tro. 
So read it with indulgent eyes, 
Sweetheart of mine. 

CH 

Rhyme is a fickle jade fo woo, 

But this thing, somehow, grew and grew: 
A sort of rhyming exercise — 
Why! here’s an unlooked-for suprise! 

You asked for one —]ve wrillen Two ! 

Sweetheart of mine. 
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a <6 OF THE MIST 
| Qn The lonely Fen-land green the willows grow, 
| Where wind the water-ways, sluggishly and slow; 
Tall grow the Tasseled reeds, 
Where sway the waler-weeds — 
Harshly booms The bilfern’s cry, when The sun 
ae vat ape 1S 1Ow. 
AC Praithis, born of the mist, loiler by The way; 
And Troop in ghostly company Toward the dying day. 
Dim grows The waning light, 
As glooms The coming nighT— 
Green and gold and crimson melt and mingle 
jens es inlo Grey. 
Borely is The marsh-land —lonely is the mere; 
The magic and the mystery That mark the night are 
The silences, arficulate, here. 
Seem To breathe of Death and Fate — 
The brooding stillness of the dark is eloquent of fear! 
UAE SEO : f 


88 


( 
SX [ 


if— 


SS : 
NZ es CEN 
Nie g BANS 
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o! strange gleams come, flitting faint and far, 
As of imps in revelry, bearing each a star! 
Whirling, they dip and dance, 
With a spectral radiance, 
Where the marsh is wildest and the weedy Tangles 
a etn US: 
Gpiris are They, who —legends say —unseen 
Be Ae morlal tyé, re 
Wilh blight and ‘murrain craze The kine, and cause 


é corn lo dis! 
[ll-hap and sorrowing 


Wilh them they surely bring; 
~ So, when They frolic in The fen, beware,nor wander 
oS er nigh! 
7. CH ho-20 follows Them bewilder'dly shall stray, 
And doom shall lurk about him Till The dawning of 
So,be ye wary when The day! 
Dark falls upon the Fen — 
The Maidens of the Mist only beckon To belray! 
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ep, deep down,in the dark heart of ocean; & Ze iW 
ar, far down, where tis sunless alway; 9) 
There’tis my heart lies, 
There tis my love lies, ; 
aX There shall he lie Till the last great day !— 
No more shall he laugh, like a bold sea-rover, 
As the wedge-like wake spreads far behind; 
And the boat, like a swifl-winged gull, leans over 
The foam-lipped ridges in the freshening wind. 
No more shall the clamor of the wild winds, crying— 
The batile and the swirl of the driving spray; 
The billows all a-braw! and the white scud flying, 
Inthe sun’s bright beam or the moon's pale Fee 
Gladden or affright him, 
= Sadden or delight him— a: 
4 Peace is his borlion, for ever and for aye! p = 
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exp, deep down, where the silence broods ever; 
"Far, far down, where is stillness alway, 

There tis my heart lies, 
There’tis my love lies, 


There is my treasure, and what shall repay ? 
Oh! Blind sea and pililess — Never, ah! never 
Shall the splendor of the night; or the glory 
of the day, 
Brring the blessing that it bore in the days 
That are no more, 
When I'd see the laden lug 


gers come a-burling 
up The bay— gee 
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agghere were warnings and fo spare, for the signs 
ie 


were everywhere, 

Whal Time we kissed and parled, bu he laughed 
with litfls care; 

Though a raven, overhead, screamed as when 
a soul is sped, 


And the waning moon was dimly blurred and 
rimmed wilh rays o' red! 
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And | fretfed all the more when my Token, that 
. he.bore, 
Fell from his neck and rolled among the wrack 
That sfrew’d the shore! 
YeThe laughed aT my dismay, as he Trolled 
an idle la 
To the weird and wordless Tune of the surf 
upon The dune, 
That wailed, wilh awful callings,as The sub 
boats gol under way! — hi i 
And now the evil singing of the surf is 
ever ringin i 
In my ears,and mocks The sorrow That is 
mine by night and day, 
Since | walched the while sails dwindle in 
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aM dhere is The mercy f the God To whom | 


ae used To pray P 
It’s long —so long — i | may dit, and 
Heaven’s far away | 
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The days are dark— so dark —to me, the 


Each, like the last, a link in a long anditbeome 
chain — 0 aD i 
No more, no more, shall be the pain of parting, 
That seemed to bring a shadow o’er the mid-day sun. ' 
No more, no more, shall be the glad up-sfarfing , 
To greet again the rover when his journey’s won. 
No more, no more, shall be cease to the smarting, 
That pulses from the dawning Till the weary 
day is done! — 
Day follows day, but brings no glad to-morrow; 
Night follows night, buf brings no cease of sorrow— 
God! why abandon me? 
Hard is thy hand on me! 
Gone is my darling, for ever and for aye. 
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nights are nights of pain, cas | 


Vad Nyy) mr 


Lea 


y 


Z y 
5 
iy s 
Cp 
——”. ee 


Se 


‘od 


LH Q 


ee 
22 


™) Ri 3 


SITS ea, 
LIS rm 


—— . VK =) DL a awe 
FC y)) LOD cee 
QT 4 Sev z q} 
C3 \ 5 / 5) Vie eS aN ) 


LSIp 


CS 
oN 


A mA\ 
_aoe_, SHELTER, 


dfjove came late To a clos-ed gale 
G** And fumbled athe pin; 
But fast and hard the way was barred, 
Nor could he enfer in. 
And ’gh!" he cried, that | should bide 
Qut in the dark and the cold night-Tide, 
And may no shelfer win!” 
| UuAQwea- 
ll mired was he,and tired was he, 
* With Toil o’er crag and scar; 
Bul fair To see asa goodly Tree, 
And his eyes shone like the sfar! 
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And when a maid came —half-afraid— 
For question nor demur she staid, 
Bul straight let down the bar! 
I (oe 
he way was wide —He slepped inside — 
; Bul as the sill he passed; 
A spell he threw, ere the maiden knew, 


(8 
WY That none may from them cast. 
iG And the maiden’s face grew rosy- -red 
9 ay | As ‘Oh; Love said,’ But the way5 well-sped, 
iN . That brings me here at last!" 
ee ue Ma AWe 
Nd ier heart was a-beal, wilh raplures sweeh 
As ne’er if beat before; 
Ne . And blithe was she as a maid may be. 
NGG 


Ais she syed him, o'er and o'er — 
Ah! maidens shy may Love deny, 
Bul, soon or late, they'll hear his cry, 

And shun him never-moré! 
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Pr 


an? through; 


——— 3 
Oey’ I’m Tickled, through 
IPs ermusin} | Tell you, 
Ter hear folks talk way some folks do— 
Why, Ther’s fellers in our Town, 
Go a-ravin’ up an’ down, 
‘Bout some gell’s black eyes or brown 
Bein’ purliest uv all — 
Now thel sorfer thing E call 
Jes’ ther cheapest sorler gall, 
Fer any-one wi’ sense kin see, 
Jest as plain as plain kin be — 
Least-ways, 50 iT seems Ter me— 
Thef ther purfect colored eyes 
As any gell kin hev is blue! 
Sorter blue ’al's in Ther skies 


Some spring mornin’s. Hevn't you 
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Seen T when ifseemed as Though 
Any-one as peeked er bil 
C'd look right Through Ter Heaven? —Qh! 
P’raps ] didn’t mention if— 
’Mandy’s eyes are blue! 


SFB :IOESSO 
Be Ther’s some uv em as sings 

Jes’ Ther most ridic’lous things, 

‘Bout Tresses black as raven’s wings; 
Or’ Titian-Tinted auburn hair” 
Avgh!— Makes ms weary, | declare; 
Rid’ they used Ter call if where 

I come from! IT jest beats me, 

Every day | live, fer see 

How kinfrary folks kin be! — 
When | say they’re wrong thew Try 
Ter dispulé an’ argify, 
An’ they laugh ef me when | 

Say ther’s none like golden hair. 
Don ye know Ther sort I mean? 
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‘ 3 All kinks an’ Tangles! —Why you'd slare 
Ter see one sech as | hev seen— 
All full 0° litle curli-cues, 
An’ every one uv ’em is lit 
Wi? little bits o’ sun-beams! — Whose? 
Why, ’Mandy’s! Didn’T | mention itP— | 
She hes golden hair! 
‘ fa ee ae O)| Gp es 
Wn’ ther’s other Things, as well— 
More’n I'd hev time Ter Tell 
If | Talked fer quile er spell; 
\ Retase) Where them fellers seem Ter me 
N r= /) Ais wrong-headed as kin be, 
y To er sing’lar degres! 
ZN A\s fer me, I’m firm —— Bul, lor, 
( oo) \ They git obst’nif, more an’ more; 
i \ An’ | might jes’ jaw an’ jaw 
tq \ 5 Till ther very air wuz blue AN 
2. Fer all ther good ef seems Ter do! : 
WY WW? Bul how dogs my idee strike ou 
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Seems Ter me er gell should be 
Not Too foolish, nol foo wise; 
An’—There, J guess, we'd all agree — 
Jest er cuddle-able size. 
Say five-fool Two, or maybe more, 
But not more’n er litfle bit; 
Suthin’ under five-fool four. 
Dunno ef | mentioned if— 
‘Mlandy’s five-foot three! 


99 


Quy : OG Ne 
Y WSL ‘ 


Z, a 


effjone are the beautiful da ae 
© The birds are mule and alltheair ve 
Is shilled with sorrowing; oe 
Where wind the dim forest-ways 
Sweet scents and odors rare 
Yet linger every Way; 
Evén from sad dicay, 
Strange beauties borrowing. 
| eee Te eee 
4G), wind, low-whispering, comes and goss, 
With a stir as of waler that ebbs and flows; 
Aind the seared leaves suddenly, over-head, 
SfarT wilh a Tremulous swirl alway; 
Wilh ripples and rustles that faintly spread, 
And fugilive gleams of gold and grey; 
Down the broad Ae ere the great-girthed 
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That form long vistas, shadowy and dim, 
Szem, as the wind calls, suddenly To rouse; 


Keeping time, with their chime, 
To the resonant rhyme 
Of the wind’s low, Tuneful, melancholy hymn. 
Till, down The wood-arches, far away, 
It dies in The distance, dim and grey; 
With faint and fainter murmuring 
Of ghostly echoes loitering — 
5 Summer lies a-dying! 
Qr ruddy and russel and gold and brown— 
“Carpeting all the ground; 
The dead leaves driff and waver down 
With a soff and sorrowful sound. 
Dep in the rufs and lonely ways 
Ths leafy driffs are lying, 
And eerilis — eerilis — 
There comes a murmur through the maze — 
“Summer liss a-dying !” 


aN a le Spring is like a froward maid, 
ss 2 Who cannot tell her mind; 
| 


But frolics now, and now is slaid, 
~ And fickle as the wind. 
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Ar comes a king, in brave array, 
* Axnd proud as proud may be; 
So Avlumn comes, and spreads alway 
el bounty fair and free. 
Chen Winter rules, with rigid hand, 
J” As ons who reigns by fear; 
The birds are banished from the land, 
Ps And skies are dull and drear. 
a crown of the year —the pride, the prime— | Y; 
The best that can befall; 
The Summer—the beautiful Summer-time — 
Is dearest of them all! 
age 50, with longing sick and sore, 
My heart will aye be crying 
For the beautiful days, the golden days — 
Ths days Thal are no more. 
For degp in all the lonely Ways 
The leafy driffs are lying, 
And ssrilis — cerilis — 
There comes a murmur through the maze — 
“Summer lies a-dying!”” 
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8Cjnow you where, 
Down by fair Milwaukee river, 
Elves and Fairies lurk and hide? 
In leafy lair, 
Where branches sway and grasses quiver, 
There they bide. 
ag 2 ees 
rom the sky 
Sun-spéars flash, so pitiless 
That Air, sore-smilfen, swoons and dies; 
And Earth, a-dry, 
Gapes Thousand-mouthed, as in distress, 


Breathing sighs. 
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SGortly comes, 


Through shimmering films of heated air, 
The trickling of a Tiny rill — 
“With drowsy hums, 
Dragon-flies flif here and there, 
Never: still. 
nA — Meta 
IGiirds are mule, 3 
And the golden-banded bees, 
Slow-winged and lazily, drone by 
To where the fru, 
Green-shrined in leafy latices 
Hangs on high. 
a6 anther on—— 
As by convulsion rifled—lies 
A massive boulder, mossed and brown; 
And there-upon, | 
STony pinnacles thaf rise 
Form a crown. 
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aes 
phere enloce 
Grassés Tall in Tangled maze, 
With Trailing vines that over-run 
The marshy pace —— 
Fair and fragrant in the rays 
Of the sun. 
NaI CYR. 
bate I dream, 
Till strange fancies, quaint and olden, 
Shape themselves before my sight— 
~ With sudden gleam, | 
In brave array of green and golden, 
Comes a sprife. 
Kea 
(Ziuck betrays 
His présence, laughing from the airy 
*Varilage of a nodding peanse: 
7 And, lo! always, 
cfilepee  STrange forms from the land of Faery | 
dh Al | discern. | | q 
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- And Cobweb, too, and Gossamer, 
With all their weirdly elfin crew; 
And every-where, 
Tuff and thickeT seem a-stir; 
Through and through. 
age WHO 
weet and low, 
But quaintly clear, from far around, 
Weird echoes mocking call and cry; 
— fAnd come and go— 
Ais sound to sound, with swifl rebound, 
Makes reply. 
a Kars YC * 
Bre anon, 
Elfin horns sound faint and far— 
Through wooded aisles reverberate; 
Axs Oberon, 
In Queen Tifania’s fairy car, 
Comes in stale. 
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i 
afStertles, 
Harnéssed with a opider’s thread, 
Draw their chariof to where — 
In Thronsly wise — 
A mushroom stands ’mid mosses spread; 
Fine and fair. 
WIA 
ow begins 
~ Such? whimsical frolicking 
And sportive chasing, fo and fro, 
Ais laughter wins — 7 
Atnd change on every change They ring; 
High and low. 
eo KA Coe 
GFow They ride 
On cricket-sfeeds, in tournament, 
Or dance in circles, swiftly - ringed; 
While some, a-stride 
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b ay, Of thistle-downs, racé Till oul-spent— 
io Weary- winged. 
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wore. wit bees, 
Make battle for their honey-bags, 
Asnd some at bowls, with berries play; 
Whilst others Teaze 
The ants, whose labor never lags, 
Night nor day. 
Ces Vweue 
3Q\uddenly 
Fire-flies come, with lamps a-glow, 
To warn the sportive elves away — 
For night is nigh, | 
And shadows blending, soff and slow 
Spread alway. 
XI evr 
WNnd the air 
Chills, so That | starf and shiver, 
As the day dits and they hide; 
But [ know where — 
Down by fair Milwaukee river— 
Fairies bide. 
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K ih i: 1h & feeble Twiller of a slarfled bird 
dill “Spits the dull dark with litfle stabs of song, 
wie ? 

NiGxe As, lightly slirred, 

i)’ The broad boughs bend and beckon, far along. 


Nee Case 
wi ghoslly eyes, expression- -lsss and blank, 
The rampant leopards walch the day-lighT fade; 
Moss, moist and rank, 
Lies in broad patches on The balustrade. 
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wer nared Aber 
ie) sph Terraces are sirewn wilh draggled weeds 
lies Thal sway and waver wilh an eerie air; 
The dimness breeds 
A hauriling sense of horror and despair! 
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whe 2 

(ere, as in Fden, love wrought joy and Woé; 

Here, as To Cain, came jealousy and hale— 
Here was laid low 

The pride and honor of a greal esfate! 


Nad Preoer 
Fa - Two, who were Fwin brothers, loved a maid; 


Fs 


And on the favored one the olher drew 
A Treach’rous blade, rR 
And, with a coward sftoke, his kinsman slew! © 


Ind even yet the courlry-folk aver, 
With awed and sfealthy whispers, that by night 
His clanking spur 
Rings down the Terrace stair, in spectral flight. li i) 
twee 
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> Thaf breathes of hopeless Terror and despair! 


at still is seen a prone form by the wall, 

And one bends o'er if, with bewildered EVES, 
Who seems To call 

With frantic Grief fo him who ne’er replies! 

MmATQworr 

Bes still is heard —whaftime the moon is high, 

Aind spreads the fall elm’s shadow to the slair— 
Her pilzous cry, 


nest wur 
Geet where the marble’s marred with rusty stains 
“A century past the foul marks blurred the white, 
But all the rains 
Of Heaven would fail fo make the marble bright! 
Mi 
EX, curse is on the place!— The very wall 
Frowns furhively, and shadowy shapes of fear, 
That creep and crawl, 
Seem To Throng Thickly, near and yél more near. 
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hk. ill-born memories that shun the day, 


W/ | But spring To evil life ’mid murk and gloom; 


Blight and decay 


Have claimed the place, ond ruin is ifs doom! 
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) wy sae iT—Noughi that only speaks of wrong 


Has right-ful place or purpose, and The days 
Aré all Too long 
Ere iT the universal law obeys, 


Ht Awe 
ire Time shall crumble iT fill, over-thrown, 
Ti frets no more the gladsome light of day; 
Bul— slonze by slons — 
Shall pass To dust and nothing-ness away! 
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hé! ASpsan is for fie iting sit 


OR 
F* That sang in the winds of yestér-year. 


"The music and charm of the golden time — ISS 
They have gone wilh the dreams of the days 4. . 
That were. % 


No mors! No more! ‘ 


~ Shall we seek for the Dryads where roses climb, 7 


Or sltay by the brooks where the Naiads are; a ei 
Or gaze al the Sun- God's golden car 
Un-dazed, from the heights of the hills sublime. 
No mors! Wo more! at 
Shall we listen, enftanced, where the Yoices are = 
That call, with a murmured and musical chime, 
Through thie measureless depths from slar To star; m 
While frolicsome echoes, faint and far, <All a 
Mock them with ever-recurring rhyme — Ge Coss 
QO-hé! For the dreams of the days thal were, yp : 
They are oon with the ue of a moe 2 |: 


of 


eis apy he! dear heart, for the laughing chime 
Ly, J That rippled the winds of yeslér-ysar. 
The joyance fat gladdened the golden time, 
It has gone wilh the dreams of the days that 
‘No more! No more! ata 
@hall we wander, as once wé were wonl lo do, 
With the visions Thal people the Dawn and Dark; 1 
Or pause in the thickets, amazed, fomark =f 
Where the capering Fauns come dancing Throughe 


No more! No more! 
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: iS The Temples are shatlered and winds, af whim, 
ip O'er the prone altars come and QO. 
O-hé! For the dreams of the days thal were, 
They are gone w 
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eu oe es tnt ition eee Hes 
te ae if, over-sea; 
Fate carried if far. 
Fear buried it by the Tres — 
The lonely tree upon Lammerton Lea, 
Where. the nig noises are! 


fire: sparkled. and flashed on an |dol’s crest, 
And the hill of a pirale’s blade; 
[Thas glimmered and gleamed on beauly’s breast 
A\nd glowed i in the gloom of a misér’s chest, 
But nz’er the curse was stayed! 


; RI teen 
n ita spirit imprisoned lies — 
a A spirit dark and fell. 
And who-so bears if in the pale moon-rise 
May learn such things as were nol wise 


For mortal Tongue To Tell! 
Ca dEMeash 
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we 
Gyr whe digs deep af the Turn o' the night, 
And takes the sfone in his hand; 
Shall be lord of the magic of the dark and the light, 
Forthe ways of the winds and the wild-bird’s flight 
Shall follow his command! 


LeICCwe 
Gey shall be his that is more than of men, 
O’er the powers of the earth and the air. 
Bul a fiend, more foul Than morfals ken, 
Y Shall rise in wrath and rend him when 


fears 


We < 
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: Wig ' | laa Ie é sun— 

3 \_ a Broad is The Lea and wide; 

|| DY) He rides from dawn Till day be done, 
-) Or ever his journey’s end is won, 


Who over the Ja shall ride. 
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roe Jammerton Jea there stands a tree — 

J tts gaunt limbs grope The air; 

The spring-fime bloom is fair To see, i 
And green grow the willows where The walérs be, 


But aye the tree is bare! 


wf I COiw0 
OK serpents, writhing To be free, 
[ts branches Twist and Twine; 
And fling strange shadows on the [ga, 
Where lovers Twain part Tenderly, 
Nor heed of shade or shine. 


a(n’ fair is The shinmericr The still sfar-shine, 
7” And bright is The beauly of the rose; 
Bonnie is the bloom of The wild wood-bine, \ 
And sweet is the music in the fall-Topped pine, 
When The south wind soflly blows! 
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"et sweeler far, and fairer far— 
How-ever fair They be — 
Than all the gladsome glories are 
Of wind or vine or rose or slar, 
Is a maid of the North Countree! 
WI 


tid 


Ser as the flush of The dawn is she, 

And lissom as the roe; 
And there’s no maid by the marge o’ the sea— 
Though many and fair The maidens be — 

So fair a face « can ae 


Giray and straight 2 Ss a "a pine is he, 
And his eyes like a falcon’s shine — 
As manly a man as a maid would see, 
And swarth of face as mariners be, 


With The sun and ithe s salt sea-brine. 


fc has heard the filet eae oldies Tell, 
And digged for the fatal sfone; 
And whether iT bode him ill or well, 
Or be ils power from Heaven or Hell, 
He bears if for h his own! 


Sut visions hawabhin in tne night, 
“7 And voices call b day, 
To fare him forth in the world and fighT 
For the med that is won by a sifong man's might 
Where slong men meefin fray! 
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A lone lark sings in air — 

Nought living stirs upon the Lea, 

Save they who part by the blasted tree, 
With ifs grim boughs, black and bare. 


y eet 
Cr. big Tree weirdly creaks and groans, \ 
Though the wind-less air is still; 
And mocks the maiden’s Tearful Tones 
With airy sighs and eerie moans 


That oet their hearts a-thrill. 


” Ke SNe 
Glerewall” Ah! never since The world began, 
And Sorrow entered in; 
To darken the day-shine with if ban, 
Was grealer pain in smaller span 
Than parting’s apt fo win! 
2 Owe 


Xp | 
& Turns from The east, where the dusk looms grey, 
To the west where The day gleams red; | 


a And forlh he fares upon his way, 


To meet what-ever meed he may — 


By Fale or Fancy led! 
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| Are Doom sifs Throned in state always, 
Mid endless ice and snow; 
And The filful Aurora’s ghastly rays, 
Through dealhly nights and dreary days, 
A spectral splendor Throw— 


i i Wet ICP aa O 
fphoush Terrors Throng They may nol bar 
The bold Advenlurer’s way. 
Un-awed he fares him, near and far, 
Aynd the Opal shines as shines a slar, 
With pure and limpid ray ! 
KAYO 


WAYS 
Ahern The tall palms quiver andthe scented air 
| 


Is stirred wilh endless song; 
And beaulies Teeming, strange and rare, \ 
Make earth and sky and ocean fair, 


_ As drift the days along — 
Gri charms are vain To conquer him 
Who wield’s the Opal’s sway; 
Nor grows The strange sfone’s luster dim,, 


( 
And the lurking demon, dour and grim, C ry 
Is baffled still, alway! | NG x 
Me Yusr é ne 5 


f 
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pre the Tempest, raving, calls To the deep, 
And the winds are all a-roar; 
Till the big Trees, swirling, seem To leap, 
And the wrathful billows surge and sweep, 
In battle with the shore. 
rs Katee, 
HE heart is stirred, buf not wilh fear 
Of the warring winds and The sea — 
Though danger frown and death be near, 
The jewel shines, serenely clear, 


Whilst he shall fearless be! 


se 4 NaI FP 


a aGrere Plague and Famine scourge and slay, 


Or Floods lay waste The land; 
Where Fire breeds havoc and dismay, 
foe-men meet, in deadly fray 


Of battle, hand To hand. 


we |” Bright beams the Opal’s ray — 

Dy) He dares all daring may allain, 

( find the spirit of the Opal wails in vain, 
NIG = for the stout heatt says him, May!” 
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athe 
Cphere Satan babbles To the would-be wise, 
And makes the gospel show 
That Faith isa bubble and man musT rise 
By Reason alone, and laughs when his ligs 
Make man to man a foe. 
s¢ WHT 
Or well may wane The Opal’s glow, 
© For never, on land or sea, 
May any a deadlier danger know 
Than lurks where Satan seek To Throw 
His net of sophistry! 
© uf still prevails the. steadfast will, 
And still, with eerie glow; 


The gem’s a-shing, and shall be Till 


The fatal tremor his heart shall thrill SS 
That shall be doom To know! ; SN) 
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Sykes 


Farom lands a-far, where marvels be, 
He wends his home-ward way — 
The way marked oul by Fale’s decree, 
By the lonely tree upon Lammerton Lea, 


That frowns in The red sun's ray. 
: eh Catin 
uf as if near and nearer shows, 


The day-shing darkly wanes — 
There’s a moan in The wind that comes and GOES, 
And The Opal dim and dimmer Grows, 

With sIrange and murky slains. 
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og, )\ ae 
phere perils bide and foe-men ride 
He has ridden in bold career; 
And bravely dared what might betide, 
Bul, lo!—in the moment of his pride — 
Upon him falls a fear! 
Net} 
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nd in that moment comes a cry, 
*, Phat mingles wilh his moan— 
») No more with the stars may The Qpal vie, 
For the fiend is free’d when the lusters die 
In the fated and fatal stone! 
Kader 


| ur demon’s cry rings far and high — 
F of doom the harbinger! 
| The sun looms lurid in The coppery sky, — 
And a tremulous wind GOES wailing by, 
That sets the Tree a-stir. 
i WISN 
Olark and prone upon Lammerton Lea 
The Opal-bearer lies. 
The gem’s accursed, and aye shall be — 
ons a Tempting lurs. but doom is the fee 
, Of the Opal’s mystic prize! 
= UC + Se OY 
ho will be bold of heart may bend 
All forfunes To his will; 
For the wayward Fates, who mar or mend, 
Shall serve him ever and conlend 


e His purpose To fulfil. 


\ fry are lorded ever by the steadfast will, 
\ | Nor may They win them free 


) ) Till fear their ruler’s heart shall fill; 
a Bul serf and prey To the Fiend of ill 
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